


Queen. Fye Coward woman, and Toft harttd wretch. 
Haft thou not fpirit to ctirfe thine enemj'. 

Sttf. A plague vpon them : wherefore fhould I curfle 
them? 

Would eurfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone* 

1 would inuent as bitter fetching carries. 

As curft, as harfh, and horrible to hcare, 

Deliuer’d ftrongly through my fixed teeth, 

With full as many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leanc-fac’d enuy in her loathfome cane. 

My tongue fhould ftnrnblc in mine carneft words. 

Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten Flint* 
Minehaircbefixtan end, as cnc diftraft: 

I 5 eaery ioynt fhould feme to curie and ban, 

And euen now my bur then’d heart would breake 
Should I not curie them, Poyfon be their drinke. 

Gall* worfe then Gall* the daintieft that they taftc : 
Their fweeteft fhadc* a grouc of Cyprefle Trces ; 

Their thecfeftProfpcft, murd\ingBafili$kes: 

Theirfofeeft Touch, as fmarc as Lyzards flings : 

Their Muficke 3 frighcfull as the Serpents hide, 

And beading Screech-Owlcs, make the Confort full. 

AH the foule terrors in darke feared hell*— - - 

Enough fweet SnfFolke,thon toiment’ft thy fclfe, 
And thefe dread curfes like the Simnc'gamft ghffe. 

Or like an oucr-chargcdGun, recoile, 

And turnes the force of them vpon thy leife. 

Suf> You bad me ban, and will you bid mclcaue? 
Now by the ground that I am banifh'd from. 

Well could I curfe away a Winters night. 

Though [landing naked on a Mountaine top* 

Where by ting cold would neuerlet graffegiow, 

And thinke it but a minutcTpcntin Iport* 

Qtt, Oh, let me intreat thee ccafe,giuemetliy hand^ 
That I may dew it with niy mournful! tea cj : 

Nor let the raioc ofheauen wet this place. 

To waft] away v my wofull Monuments* 

Oh 3 could this kifte be printed in thy hand. 

That thouVrHgbtfft thinke vpon thefe by the Seale, 
Through whom a thottfand fighes are breath’d for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefe, 

Tis but furmiz’d, whiles thmi art ftanding by* 

As one that furfeti, thinking on a want: 

I will repcale chce, or be well allur'd, 

Adtienrtire to be bamflhed my felfe : 

And bamfhed I am, if but from thee. 

Go, fpeake not tome; euen now be gone. 

Oh go not yet. Eueiuhus, two Friends condemn’d. 

Era brace, and kiffe, and take ten thou land leaucs* 

Loather a hundred times to part then dyc$ 

Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee, 

S$f. Thus is poore Suffoike ten times banifhed;, 

Once by the King, and three times thricc-by thee, 

Tis not the Land 1 care for, wer't thou thence, 

A Wiiderheffe rs populous enough, 

SoSuffolkehad thy heauenly company: 

Far where thou art, there ts the World it fdfe. 

With euery feuerall pleafure in the World; 

And where chon art not. Defection. 

I cart ho mote; Liuethou co iey thy life; 

My fdfc no ioy in nought, but that thou 

SnkrVmx* 
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Qwe>it, Whether goes Fau-v To faft? What newes I 
prsthec? 
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Vhhx. ToftgnifievmohisMaiefty~ 

That Cardinall 'Btoufardis at point <>?&. .. 

For fodamly a greeuous ficlcneffe toofcc him' 

That makes him gaspe, and flare, and Mtf iA. . 
Blafpheming God, and «rfingmenon car i hcaire » 
So me time he talkes, as if Duke Hamfru, ru ‘ 

Were by his fide: Sometime, he c£S%3?* 

And whifpers to his pillow, as to him ft ' ln S» 
Thefecrets ofhisoucr-charged foule* 

And I am lent to cell his Maicflie, 

That eucn now he cries alowd for him. 

Go tell this hcany Meffage to the Km 
Aye me J What is this World ? What nevm ,? , fj 
But wherefore greeue I at an houres poort laff 
Omitting Suffoikesexile,my foulcs Treafore > 

Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ? ' 

And with the Southern clouds, contend in teareo 
Theirs for the earths encreafe, mine for m« r *' 
Now get thee hence,the King thou knowfe^*- 
If thou be found by me, thou art hut dead. C miKlB | 
S»f. If I depart from thee, I cannot title 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it elfc ’ 

But like a pleafanc Humber in thy lap ? * 

Heere could I breath my foule into the ayre 
As miide and gentle as the Cradle-babe' * 

Dying with mothers dugge betweene it’sljpj 
Where from thy fight, I iliould be raging mid 
And cry out for thee to clofe vp mine eyes: * 

To haue thee with thy lippes to flop my mouth; 
Sofhould'ft thou eytherturnemy flymg foule * 

Or I fhould breathe ir fe> into thy body, * * 

And then it liu’d in fv/eete Elizium. * 

To dye by thee, were but to dye in ieft, 

From thee to dye, were torture more then death: 

Oh let me ftay, befall what may befall. 

$2*? ^way; Though parting be a fretful! corofme 
Ir is applyed to a deathfull wound. 

To France fweet Suffolke: Let me heare from thee: 
For wherefocre thou arc in this worlds Globe, 

[ He haue an his thatfiiaJi finde thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Qu. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. Ale well loeke into the woful ft Cask, 

That euer did containe a thing of worth, 

Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo funder we: 

This way fall I to death. 

SlB> This way for me. Exrni 

Enter the King, Salisbury, andfr'antkkeyttkt 
(fszY&mAl in kid* 

King. How fare’s my Lord ? Speake Tmford tothy 
Soueraigne. 

Grf.Ifthuu beeft death,Tie giuerhee Englands Treafure, 
Enough co purchafe fuch another Illandp 
So thou wilt Jetmeliue.andfeelenopaine. 

King. Ah, what a figneit isofeuilllife, 

Where death’s approach is feene fo terrible, 

War. Bemford, it is thy Soueraigne fpesites to thtt. 
’Beau. Bring me vnto my Triall when you will,. 
Dy'de he not in his bed? Where fhould he dye ? 

Can I make men Hue where they will or no ?i 
Oh torture me no more, I will cotifefTe. 

Aliue againe? Then (hew me where he is, 

He giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him. 

He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. 
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C ? r'me twigs fet to catch my winged foule : 

^ flme drinke, and bid'the Apothecarie 

‘ Qh thou eternail mouer of tire heauens, 
i ^%ith a gentle eye vpon this Wrerch,- 
^Mteiway the bufietoediing Fiend, 

vcs (bong fiege vnto this wretches foule,* 

; hi ; fr lhis'boibmepurge this blacke difpaire. 

^7 See how thepangs of death do make him gnn. 
?,/ Difl u fo e him nor, let him pafic peaceably, 
r/,* piKc co his foulej if Gods good pies hire be* 
i ■ jCafdVul!, if thou chinkft on heauens blifle, 

Sll vp Whand^makefignfllDftby hope, 
n^^s aiTd makes no fig.n;e - Oh God forgiue hup* 
y#r. So bad a death, argues a monflrous hie. 
porbeareto judge, for we are Rvmm all. 
his eyes, and draw the Cunaine clofe, 

Andlec vs all to Mediation, Sxmnt* 

t/iUrtm* Tight at Sea, Ordnancegw off.\ 

Enter Lieutenant, Suffolk*> and&lhtrs , 

110 , The gaudy blabbing and remorfefull day^ 

Ta crept into the bofome of the Sea: 

And now loud holding Wolucsaronfe the lades 
That draggcthcTragicke melancholy night: 

Whowich their drowfie* flow,and flagging wings 
Cleape dead-mens graues^ and from their mifly Iaw r es, 
Breath foule contagious darknefle in the ayre : 

Therefore bring forth the Souidiers ofour prize. 

For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 

Heerc (hall they make thek ranfome on the fand s 
Or With their blood ftaine this difcolouredfiiore. 

MasBcr,this Pnfoner freely giue l rhee t 
Andthou that art his Mace s makcbooce ofthLs : 
Theother/fW^r-SP'tewwii thy fiiarc, 

l.tyisf* What is my ranfome Mafter T let me know, 
Ma <A thoufand Crownes, or elfe lay down your head 
And fo much fhail you ginCjOr oft goes yours* 
lim. What chinkeyoti much copay 2 ooo.Crownes ? 
And beare the name and pore of Gentlemen ? 

Cut both the Villaines throats, tor dy you fhail: 

The Hues ofthofc which vve haue loft in fight, 
Becomrtavpoy^d with fuch apettie iiimmc* 
i 1 le giue it fir, and therefore fpare my! ifc. 

i^r.And lb will I ? and write hofne for it ftraight* 
Whim, I loft mine eye in laying the prize abooid^ 

And therefore to reuenge it, flialt thou dye, 

And folhould thefe, if 1 might haue my wilh 
Lie#. Benotforafh, take ranfome, let him line. 

$nf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou (halt be payed. 

ffk iti And fo am i: my name is Walter Whitmore, 

How now?why ftarts thou? What doth death afFnghc? 

Sftfi Thy name affrights me, in whole found is death: 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 

And told me that by Water I fliould dye : 

\ et let not this make thee be bloody-minded ? 

Thy name is Gu&hier f being rightly founded, 

^bit, Guduerox Walter t which it is 1 care nor, 

Metier yet did bafe di (honour b lurre our name^ 

But with our fword we wip'd away the blot. 

Therefore, when Merchant-likc 1 lell reuenge* 

Broke be my Iword, my Armes torne and defac’d* 

And I proclaim'd a Coward through the wotld. 


Sttf* Seay Whitnwpu for thy Prifoncr i s a Prince, 

The Duke of Suftolke, William dela Pole* 

Whit* The Duke of Suffolk©, muffled vp in ragges ? 
Snfn I, but thefe ragges arc no part of the Duke, 
ire#/ Butloue was neuerflaine as thou fliah be, 
Obfcure and lowfie Swaine* King Henries blood 
Suf, The honourable blood of Lartcafter 
Muft not be fhed by fuch a iaded Groomc : 

Haft thou not kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule* 

And thought thee happy when I fbooke my head. 

How often haft thou waited at my cup. 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord. 
When I haue feafted with Qjecne Margaret ? 
Remember it,and let it make thee Crcft-falne* 

I, and alay this thy abortiue pride; 

How in our voyding Lobby haft thou flood. 

And duly way ted for my comm in g forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy bchalfe. 

And therefore fhail it charme thy riotous tongue* 

Whit . Speak Captainc, ft)a!11 flab the forlorn Swain, 
Luts, Firft let my words fhb hiiBjas he hath me. 

Eafe flaue* thy words arc blunt and fo art thou- 
Ljch. Conuey him hence*and on our long boats fide, 
Strike oft his head, ifr^Thou dar ft not for thy owne. 

Lieu. Poole , Sir Poole? Lord, 

I kenn^H, puddle, finke*whofe filth and dir; 

Troubles rbe filuer Spting 3 where England dnnkes: 

Now will [ dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 

For (wallowing the Treafure of the Realme. 

Thy lips that kift the Queene, fhail lweepe the grounds 
And thou chat fmirdft at good Duke Hmnfriet death, 
Againft the feofelcfle windes fhail grin in vaine, 

Who in contempt fliallhifie at thee againe. 

And wedded be thou to theHaggcs of hell, 

For daring to affye a mighty Lord 
V nco the daughter of a worthleffe King, 

Hailing neytherSubicft, Wealth, nor Diadem ; ,r ( v- 
By diuellifb policy art thou growne great* 

And like ambitious Syllaouer-gorg’d,* 

With gobbets ofthy Mother, bleeding heart* 

By thee Anion and Maine were fold to France, 

The falfe reuoltmg Normans thorough thee, 

Difdalne to call vs Lord ? and Ticcardie 
Hathflaine their Goueruors. furpriz'd our Forts, 

And fan the ragged Souldiers wounded home* 

The Princely Warwicke, and the Neuits all* 

Whofe dreadfull fwordsvvere ncuer drawnein vaine, 

As hating thee; and rifing vp in armes. 

And now the Houfe of Yorkc thruft from the Crowne, 
By foamefullmurtherof a guiltlefTeKiiig, 

And lofty proud incroaebing tyranny, 

Burnes with leuenging fire, whofehopefull colours 
Adtianccourhalfe-fac'dSnnne, flriuing to [bine i . 
Vnder the which i-s writ 3 tnmtk mbtbm* 

The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes, 

And to conclude. Reproach and Bcggeric* 

Is crept into the Pallace of ourKing, 

And all by thee: away, conuey him hence, 

Suf * O that! were a God, to fhoot forth Thunder 
Vpon thefe pahry,fcruile,abie£t Drudges: 

Small things make bafe men proud. This Villaine heere. 
Being Captai ne of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then "Bargulm the ftrong Illyrian Pyratc. 

Drones fucke not Eagles blood* but robBee^hmcs: 

It is impoffibU that I foould dye 
































































































